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with indignation. He had "worshiped" this author because
his books revealed the disease of contemporary society; now
he sensed that the novelist was really a reactionary mystic, a
convinced Slavophile, a barbarian. On this score the critic
wrote a lengthy and damning message, which later, by a
curious detour, proved fatal to Dostoevsky. "Yes, I loved
you," Belinsky wrote to Gogol, "as only a man bound to
his country by his blood can love the hope of that country,
its honor, its glory and one of the great leaders of its con-
science, its development and its progress. I cannot give you
the slightest idea of the indignation that your recent book
aroused in me. You do not realize that Russia's salvation lies
not in mysticism or pietism, but in the progress of civiliza-
tion, in the maturation of that human dignity which for
centuries has been dragged in mud and dung. . . . Look at
your feet, they stand at the edge of an abyss. . . ."
In 1845, however, Gogol had not yet published his Cor-
respondence, and Belinsky surrounded him with a jealous
cult, a sort of maternal passion. A new Gogol, indeed! What
a mockery! But the following day when the writer Annen-
kov came to visit Belinsky he looked up from the courtyard
and saw the critic standing in front of the window with a
large notebook in his hands. As soon as Belinsky caught sight
of his visitor, he cried: "Come in, quickly. ... I want to
tell you a piece of good news. . , . Look at this manuscript,
I cannot tear myself away from it. It is the work of a young
talent. I don't even know what the author looks like or what
his ideas are, but his novel opens such profound vistas of life
and the character of the Russian people that no one has ever
even dreamed of anything like it. It is the first attempt at a
social novel in Russia, but something only an artist could
write, that is to say, completely unconscious of its imglica-